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Acting Like A.. Child? 


Author's Notes: 
Circa 1983/1984. 


It was a dark, warm night in El Cerrito. The boys were headed home from another evening at a local bar. 
Walking down the sidewalk, James notices flashing lights out the corner of his eye. He turns to the left and 
spots an arcade across the street. In the window there's a crane machine filled with various stuffed animals. 
The one that catches his eye though, is a fluffy golden lion. He stops and stares wide-eyed at it, like a little kid 
in a candy store. 

"James? Hey James!" Lars' funny accent brings him back to reality. 

"Huh?" 


"What are you staring at?" He inquires. 


James raises an arm and points his finger in the direction of the machine, answering seriously, "| want that 


lion" 


Lars stares at him like he's crazy then bursts out laughing, "Oh you can't be serious! Stuffed animals are for 
fucking kids! You definitely are drunk tonight. Come on," he grabs James by the arm, "lets get going." 


"But, but." James stumbles as Lars starts to drag him down the sidewalk, "I want iitt!" He pouts. He gazes 
back longingly at the arcade, arm outstretched, hand clutching the air. Cliff, walking behind them with Kirk, 
notices the deep frown now set into James’ face. He looks back too, memorizing the place. Then fixes his eyes 
back on James’ drunken figure still being dragged by Lars. 

"Hmm..." He ponders out loud. 


Kirk nudges him in the side, "Whatcha thinking?" 


Cliff shrugs in response. "Nothing," Pulling out a joint from his jacket pocket, he lights it, continuing on home in 


silence while James moans about the toy and Lars reprimands him for acting so ‘childish’. 


A couple minutes later the guys arrive at the house. Lars, still with a tight grip on James’ arm, pulls him 


through the threshold, into his room, and shoves him onto the bed. 

"Will you shut up about that fucking toy for one minute?! Jesus fucking Christ! We're in a band called 
Metallica, you know, we have METAL in our name. It's not cool to act like this," Lars paced back and forth in 
the tiny room while speaking. 

"Stop it!" He swatted James’ foot away when he tried to kick him. "How old are you, James??" 

"Same age as you, dick," he stuck his tongue out at him. 

"Sure, sure.” 


"Now get of out my room!" James lamely tosses a pillow at Lars. 


Lars dodges it. "Gladly!" he turns and walks out, slamming the door closed behind him. 


*the next morning* 


Once the early morning rays hit his face, Cliff stood up from the couch and stretched. That dingy thing was 
too little for his large frame, he felt sore all over. He'd decided to spend the night because he had a mission 
today, and that was the only open place besides the floor. And the floor was completely out of the question. He 
felt the back pocket of his bellbottoms to make sure he had his wallet. Then pulled it out to check his money. 


"Good enough," he tucked it back in and quietly left the house, not wanting to wake anyone. Though he was sure 


no one would even be up at the ungodly hour. He's still surprised he was. 

Cliff walked down the same way the guys came home the night before. Soon enough, he was at the door of 
the arcade. It wasn't open at the time but he saw someone in there cleaning up, preparing for the day ahead. 
He tapped on the glass door. 

The employee came up and unlocked it, poking his head out, "May | help you?" 

"Uh yeah, | need to get something from that machine there.. Can | come in?" 

He eyed him up and down, "Sir, we're not open right now. Sorry.” 


"| know, but please? | have to do this now." 


Cliff stood there like a statue, and it was clear that he wasn't going to move till he got what he came for. So 
the guy sighed and opened the door completely to let him in. 


"Thanks," he said before quickly making his way over to the window where the machine was. 


"Let's see if | can get this little bastard," he said aloud, rubbing his hands together while peering inside. Taking 
out his wallet again he pulled out a dollar and put it into the machine. That gives him four tries. Four tries to 
get the prize. Cliff grabbed the joy stick in his right hand, ready to maneuver the claw inside. 


*four tries later* 
Nothing. Fucking nothing. He sighed and feed the machine another dollar. 
Come on, come on, you stupid little animal.. Get out of there! 


Two dollars later and still nothing. At first he'd tried to grab the animal itself, but it was too stuck between 
the others. So he thought he'd try moving the others away from the one he wanted. Then tried grabbing the 
animal again. No luck. Every time he thought he had it, it slipped from the claw. 


Damn thing must be rigged. 


He slapped the side of the machine in frustration Now he was down to the last try on his last dollar. Cliff 
grips the joystick tighter. He's staring intently into the machine, focusing on the prize yet again. He's got to get 
it this time, he has to! The clock starts ticking down, Æ, 5, 14. He slowly moves to claw to the lion. Positioning 
it straight above it. He pushes the button on top of the joystick to release the claw. Eyes following as it goes 
down. The claw grabs onto the lion's head and begins lifting up. It's out. Its free. He watches as the claw brings 


it over to the prize hole. 


Dont slip, don't slip.. 


He bits his lip in anticipation The claw stops at the end and drops the stuffed toy into the hole. Cliff stares in 
disbelief. 


/ got it, | fucking got itl! 


"Yes!" He shouts excitedly, causing the employee to stop what he was doing and stare at him. Smiling 
sheepishly, he stuck his hand in the hole to grab his prize and left. 


As soon as he arrived back at the house he surveyed the place to make sure everyone was still sleeping. Then 


slipped into James’ room. 
"Pssst, hey!" He poked the sleeping singer who was laying on his stomach. "Wake up." 


James groaned and turned his head to face Cliff. Cliff pushed the hair out of the hungover man's face and 
tucked it behind his ear. 


"Look what | got,” he held up the lion smiling. 


James gasped. "You got it?! For me??" He snatched the lion out of his hands and hugged it close, burying his 
face in it's mane. "Thank you Cliff!" Came his muffled voice. 


Cliff chuckled at the sight. "No problem man. So what are you gonna name it?" 
"Name it?" James looked at the little lion thoughtfully, "Hmm... | think I'll name him Cliff 
"Wow, uh.." Cliff was taken aback. He hadn't expected that. 


“Cause you got him for me. And you didn't make fun of me last night,” James explained. Then his expression 
changed from joyous to concerned. "You don't think I'm childish for this, do you?" 


"Nah," he waved off the question, "there's nothing wrong with still being a kid sometimes," he offered the 
sleepy blonde a kind smile. 


James returned it. "Good. Now can | go back to sleep?" 
"Yeah sure," Cliff ruffled James' hair before leaving. "See ya later, kid." 
Just as he was about to exit, he turned back around to get another view of James. He was now sleeping on his 


side cuddling the lion to his chest. Cliff smiled to himself. Suddenly, he heard someone clearing their throat 
behind him. He whipped around. 


"What are you doing in James' room?" Demanded a familiar Danish accent. 


